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REVIEWS OF RECENT PUBLICATIONS
WITH NEWS AND VIEWS OF AUTHORS

Soundings in the Sea of Ink

May Sinclair and Rose Macaulay
New Plutarch and Bible Versions

Babies and savages feel thelr life
and don't think about it—simple con-
sclousness, But soon they find that
there is something outside of them-
selves. Still they escape the nulsance
of thought. This external world
simply modifies their feeling—makes
them comfortable or cross, extends
the range of their simple consclous-
ness.

Thia isn't the first chapter of a new
book on psychology. But If one s
Eoing to talk about books he will have
a hard time ploughing round all the
psychological stumps. 8o here goes.
We have man waking up to the fact
of himself as an Individual,

It is a long way from the starting
point to the stage In which the mind
becomes conscious of Its own con-
sclousness; When the critleal Intelll-
gence stands off and watches the an-
tics of the emotifinal life to which it is
chalned and even sees Its own reason-
Ing processes in the glass.

That is what a good many novelists
are putting in the form of fiction. If
they are horn story tellers, so much
the hetter. But this theme of con-
sclousness Is the very alr thelr people
breathe, The two latest examples are-
“Dangerous Ages” (Bonl and Live-
right) by Rose Macaulay and “Mr.
Waddington of Wyeck" (Macemillan)
by May Sinclalr.

Both books are good reading, clear,
free from crotchets and ifrritating in-
terruptions. And each has a story to
tell. Things happen. Bul compared
with “Three Musketeers,”” where ex-
ternal action Is the theme, the reader's
Interest Is centred on the self-com-
sclousness of the characters.

In Miss Binelair's book there is a
curious likeness to “Twelfth Night.”
Mr. Waddington Is a kind of Malvolio,
even to the parallel between that poor
Aupe's eross-gartering and the other's
absurd pajamas. In the modern story
Barbara Madden and Ralph Bevan are
amused spectators Ilke Maria, Sir

done, the undone vast. It depressed
Milton when he turned twenty-three;
it depresses all those with wvaim and
ambitlous temperaments at least once
a year."

Neville's mother renewed her youth
through psychoanalysis which “opened
the door into a new and richer life.
St. Mary's bay was illumined in her
thoughts, Instead of being drab and
empty as before, BSublimated com-
plexes twinkled over {t llke stars.
Freed libido poured electrically about
it." This proved, however, a brief res-
pite, for she was not equipped to win
happiness that way, In fact, she
wasn't equipped for happiness at all.

Her daughter Nan got some satis-
faction out of the unlon of a perfect
body and a spirit without fear. “As
a child she had ridden unbroken horses
and teased and dodged savage bulls
for the fun of {t; she would go sailing
in seas that flshermen rafused to go
out in; part angry dogs which no on-
looker would touch; sleep out alone in
dark and lonely woods, and even on
occasion brave pigs. The kind of gay
courage she had was a physical heri-
tage which can never be acquired.
What can be acquired, with blood and
tears, |8 the courage of the will, stub-
born and unyielding, but always nerve-
racked, proud and tensely strung up.”

All these people are trying life, ques-
tioning what It means, seeking a defl-
nitlon for happiness. The author's
answer has In It something modern
but more perhaps of ancient philos-
ophy—expressed In Pamela, “debonair
and detached, ironle, ecool and qulet,
reaponsive to life and yet—thought
disdainful of it, lightly holdimg and
easily renouncing; the world's lover,
yet not its servant, her foot at times
carelessly on Its neck to prove her
power over (t."”

Is not this more or less the attitude
of Plutarch’'s men?

- L]

Translators of the Bible do not al-
ways understand how much of the
power of the Book s conveyed
through the music, the emotional
values ot wom and phrases. They

Toby and Sir Andrew In Bhakesy

But observe this difference, whi.ch
marks a change in the public itself.
The Elizabethan comedy is offered as
a pleasant pastime of the stage, ex-
ternal to the audlience. May Sinclalr
driags the reader into her world. Or,
rather, she Insinvates continually the
implication that in Barbara and Ralph
she is only reporting the general mod-
ern castom of character study.

In other words, Shakespeare may
have been something of a psycho-
analyst for playgoers, but now the
footlights are down and we're all in
the play. Psychology Is the great
modern indoor sport.

Mr. Waddington is an ogolnt but a
much simpler type than the central
figure of George Meredith's novel,
Far it I= Barbara's and Ralph's pur-
ault of him as a speclmen, thelr in-
tense consclousness of themsdelves In
the process of observing him that
forms the novel's true theme. Con-
sidered by himself Waddington s a
rather old-fashioned creation. And
very lkely May Slnclair Intended him
to he that. If he had heen too en-
grossing he would have distracted the
reader's attentlon from Barbara and
Ralph, and from hi= own wife, who
is n kind of hridge between Wadding-
ton and the other two.

If the nominal subject of the story
rouses any emotion in the reader, it
ig a kind of pity because of the relent-
less hounding of him by the novelist,
Very Ukely the author intended that

result also.

L] - Ll

“Potterism’ gave Rose Macaulay a
place, but itz rather speclal kind of
appeal left her in some danger of
belng counted a one-book author,
“Dangerous Ages" ls complete proof
that she Isn't that, Good as_ “Pot-
terism” wis, this 1s bettter. Tt Strikes
the note of pure beauty on ns musical
a first page as any novellst has wrlt-
ten for a long time, with its "multitu-
dinous sllver calling of a world full
of birds, They chattered and blekered
ahout the creepered house, shrill and
sweet, 1lke a hundred brooks running
together down steep rocky places
after snow.”

Rose Macaulay can paint landscapes
and seascapes—for the surf beats
through many pages. But earth and
océnn are only the setting for her
Hving human figures, And her people
are absolutely alive—obstinately, cory-
ingly alive—~no matter what thelr age.

Like *“Milestones’” this deals with
generations. But Instead of coming
one after another as in the successive
acts of the play thess are shown to-
gether, 8o the contrasts of mode are
emphasized,  but underneath  all
chamges {a the fundamental desire to
live and to savor life, to capture its
aRSATION,

Neville, the fresh young mother of
grave, all-knowing children, felt It on
her birthday—felt it historieally and
prophetically—for all the others, ns
In the overturs of an opera. ‘““They
have lived, they have eaten, Arunk,
loyed, bathed, suffered, talked, danced
in the night and rejolced in the dawn,
wiarmed, In fact, both hands bhefore
the fire of life. but still they are not
ready to depart. For they are be-
hindhand with time, obmesmed with so
many worlds, 8o much to do, the petty

ly that modern scholars
haw !uund errors in the rendering of
certaln words, And doubtless the
modern scholars are right, But per-
fection of scholarship never touched a
heart.

The editors of “The Shorter Bible:
The Old Testament” (Scribmer’s) have
made a new transiation. But their
chlef service I8 that of abridgment
and arrangement. There is a good
deal of repetition in the Bible and
they have tried by omitting dupl-
cates, by grouping narratives accord-
ing to obvious progression, to secure
a clearer pleture, Thelr titles and
subtitles are excellent. Certainly the
reader will find a good many things

that confused him in Sundfiy school

lessons made plain in the reading of
this text.

Even In the poetic sense, however,
the new version Is not always inferior,
There s the love lyric at the end of
the "“Song of Songs" or “Solomon's
Bong™ as It Is varlously named. The
older verslon runs:

“Solomon had a vineyard at Baal-
hamon; he let out the vineyard unto
keepers; every one for the fruit there-
of was to bring a thousand pleces of
ailver.

“My vineyard, which is mine, Is
before me; thou, O Solomon, must
have a thousand, and those that keep
the fruit thereof two huidred.”

How Infinitely clearer, lashing with
divine fire 18 this:

“My vineyard—my home! is before
me.

0 Bolomom,
thousand,

“And the fruit of the vines to their
keepers.”

I leave you your

It was said at one time that the
public wanted no more books about
the war. The public wants no more
empty volumes for which the inter-
egt in the war furnished an excuse.
But, whenever a Philip Gibbs or a Gen-
eral Dawes or somebody yet unknown
has anything worth saying it will be
read, war or no war.

Plutarch put the whole matter in a
statement of his purpose In writing of
men who happened to be engaged at
times in fighting:

“Sometimes a matter of less moment,
an expreasion or a jest, Informs us
better of thelr characters and Inclina-
tion# than the most famous sleges,
the greatest armaments or the blood-
lest battles whatsoever, | -
must bhe allowed to glve my more
particular attention to the works and
indications of the souls of men and,
while [ endeavor by these to portray
their lives, may be free to leave more
welghty matters and great battles to
be treated of by others.”

Miss Hahn reviews the new trans-
lation of Plutarch as though the orlgi-
nal had Jjust been published. And
the fact is his life of Mare Anthony
{# much fresher than many a last
year's blography.

L]

What a pity that Plutarch aldn't |

live to do Roosevelt! He would have
had as corking a time over that bloz-
raphy as T. R. had belng President
But already there s a good heginning
for a Roosevelt library. He will prob-
ably come next after Lincoln in the
number of bhooks and artlcles written
about him,

In both casea the men's own writ-
Ings come firat. Rooaevelt's autohl-
ography, his letters, edited by Bishop
and his letters to his children are all
invaluable. And to this first hand ma-
terial Mrs. Roblnson brings essential
pages. The first part of her volume,
relating to T. R.s own chlldhood show:
how his happy relation to his children
was a continuance of the life in hi=
own father's home,

A Novel'From Howell’s Youth

MRS, FARRELL., By Willlam Dean
Howells. Harper & Broa.

HE posthumous publication of
work which the author, pre-
sumably with deliberation, has

not sean fit to Include in collective edi-
tions during his lifetime, is perhaps a
dublous proceeding. But in the case
of a Howells it Is probably inevitable;
one would not willingly let anything
of his remain out of reach. This story
appearcd serially In the Atlantic in
1876, during Howells's editorship, un-
der the title of “Private Theatricals”™
but has not hitherto been glven per-
manent boolk form.

One can see why che fully mature,
eriticel Howells was not overanxious
to revive It. Tt has a certaln crudity
now and then, a hardness unlike his
riper work. Yet It 182 genuine Howells,
and perhaps entitled to more respect
than he himself seema to have given
it. It is youthful and has the youth-
ful qualitien of vigor and enthusiasm,
and, along with them, the occasional

defects of those qualities, The origl-
nal title exactly ftted it; the whole
conception s somewhat theatrical,

with almost the smell of the footlights |

about some of it scenes. The heroine,
Mra. Farrell, s really Indulging In a
kind of private theatricals all through
the book, posing consclously and some-
times seml-consclously, She ends her
career, so far as the story takes it, by
actually golng on the stage,

She |s a sprightly young wldow,
rather effervescent for the period of
the story (the late 80s, shortly after
the civil war) and also for the en-
vironment, as the tale Is staged in a
country farm boarding house in New
England. She s, in & way, a forerun-
ner of our modern Greenwich Village
type, a lady of rather “unfettered
speecch”™—that s, for those daye, al-
though her Indisoreet remarks would
sound very tamely to-day. She Is In-
tolligent and far from heartless, but
Inclined to experimentation without
due reallzation of possible conse-
quences, “Why," siays one of her erit-
fen, dlagnosing her, “can't you Imagine
A woman's liking to triumph over peo-
ple with her beauty and yet meaning
it to be a purely msthetle triumph?”
But, unfortunately for the victims,
they did not look at it in that light.

Bhe firts with two young men and

succeads in disrupting thelr friendshi
“At best,” says Mr. Howells, “lnve (s
fatal to friendship; the most that
friendship can do is to listen to love's
tilk of itself and be the confidant of
{ts rapturous joys, its transports of
despalr. Tha lover fancies Mmself all
the fonder of his friend because of his
passion for his mistress, but in reality
he has no longer any need of the old
comrade.” 8o much the worse when
there is rivalry in love as well. In
this story it brings about renuncla-
tions, misunderstandings and no end
of trouble—which the reader should he
allowed to unravel for himself—and
ends in neither getting the lady, who
retir -8, In single satlsfaction, to the
nctual footlights.

The minor characters, eapecially the
New England country folk, are rather
more interesting, and assuredly better
done, than the leading Iady and her
squires, Howells was always, during
his long New England residence,
rataer in than of New England, al-
ways lopking at the people he met
from the outside, but seelng them with
unusunl clarity of vislon. Perhaps, as=
Mildred Howells suggests in the intro-
duction to th!'s volume, he was n bet-
ter painter of thelr portralts becauyse
of his Ohio origin. The young girl,
Rachel, who Is "gifted” as an artist,
but still thoroughly helonging to her
environment, I8 a subtly accurale bit
of the New Enginnd of that day. She
I# moved to give back most of the pur-
chage priee pald for her plcture he-
cause she thinks the price was too high,
“The laborer I8 worthy of his hire ™
she remarks, “but he lsn't If he takes
any more.” What havoe such a doc-
trine would work among the ranks of
the laborers of to-day, whether artist,
lawyer, preacher or bricklayer! Yet
there was Just that quality In the van-
ished New England—a striking manl-
festation of the deeply Ingrained “An-
glo-Saxon” feeling for falr play.

The siage setting, scenery, &c., are
managed throughout with great skill.
Heroln it was a fully mature Howells
who was writing. Ome cannot say
quite as much of the minute analyses
of the varfous characters' states of
mind, the emotions of the lover and
of Mre, Farrell herself, 1t s far from
belng ‘prentice work, but It is not
Howells at his best. Neverthoeless, It
is well worth while.

H. L. PANGBORN.

If the author of ‘*Man and
Superman’’ were asked to ex-
plain  the title of ‘Sir Hall
(faine’s new noved, **The Mas-
ter of Man,'" he might answer,
“Woman."' And then again he
might not. There are women
on the Isle of Man, however,
for Sir Hall in his introduetion
tells us about his grandmother,

She must have been a brave
creature, for she called the
light of literature that was to
be “‘Hommy-beg.'" Look at
the majestic head at the top of
this column and think on her
irreverence |

Potterism is one of to-day’s
names for what the Vietorians
nsed to call Philistinism. Rose

Macaulay, whose portrait is the
*entre of this page, invented
the name-—not the thing itself.
Her latest novel, ‘‘ Dangerous
Ages,”" is only the plural of an
older title. But there's a dif-
ference between singular and
plural—in wives, for instance.

Cheer up, young author, The
book you're sadly taking back
from publisher after publisher
may be issued after copyrights
have ceased to interest you.
There is young Howells, who
was known to this generation
as an elderly gentleman, about
whom nobody argued any
more, He had become a classie
and he sat in Harper's ** Easy

Chair.”" But two of his books,
“The Kelwyns'' and the new
“Mrs. Farrell,” had to wait

till after he left us for publica-
tion,

R R

Sister’'s Memories of Roosevelt

MY BROTHER THEODORE ROOBE-
VELT. By Corinne Roosevelt Robin-
son. Charles Scribner’s Sons,

J0OPLE who were irritated by the
P noise Hoosevelt wmade In the

world, the space he filled In the
news and in conversation, should be-
gin to realize by this time that he had
a right to more than one-man space,
For th: blogruphies that have come
out since his passing reveal a regi-
ment of Roosevelts, Hls sister's ac-
count of him could have been written
by naobody elss. The angle of affec-
tlon pleks out highlights that other
portraits do not show. And there are
definite additions to facts worth know-
ing about the man.

Emphasis is naturally placed on
family Hfe, both in the home into
which he was born and In the home
which he heiped to create, Here is &
story from the White House period:

“He came out of his dressing room
radlant and smliling, ready for the
day's work, looking as If he had had
eight hours of sleep Instead of five,
and rippling all over with the laughter
which he always infused Into those
tumily breakfasts, As we passed the
table at the head of the staircase, at
which later In the day my sister's sec-
retary wrote her letters, the telephone
hell on the table rang, and with spon-
*aneous simplicity—not even thinking
of ringing a bell for a ‘menfal’ to an-
‘'wer the telephone call—he picked up
the receiver himself as he passed by.
His face assumed a llstening look, and
‘hen & broad smile broke over his
festures, ‘No,' he sald. ‘No, [ am not

Archie. T am Archie's father.' A
second passed and he lnughed aloud,

and then sald: ‘All right, 1T will tell
him; I won't forget.! Hanging up the
receiver  he  turned to me  half
~heapishly but very much amused,

‘That's a good Joke on any President,'
he sald. ‘You may have realized that
there was a little boy on the other
end of that wire, and he started the
conversation by saying, ‘Is that you,
Archie? and I replied, ‘No, it 18 Ar-
chie's father."! Whersupon he answered
with evident disgust: ‘Well, you'll do
Be sure and tell Archie to come to
supper. Now, don't forget.'"”

This was the spirit In which his own
father and mother treated him. Awny
hack In civil war days the elder Mrs.
Hoosevelt was writing to her husband
in Washington letters in which the
future Rough Rider was already =
figure. For ecxample, under date of
January 8, 1862:

“Teedie came downstairs this morn-
ing looking rather sad and sald, ‘1 feel

biadly—I have a toothache in my
stomach.’ Later he asked If 'Dod’
(God) was a fox!—this after heing

shown a picture of a very clever look-
Ing fox. He la the most affectionate
and endearing lttle ereature in his
bwayva,'

(C‘ertainly Roosevelt found, later, a
good deal of divinity in the world of

wild animals, though his writings do
not show any theological bent in his
adult mind.

He entered the profession of author-
ship at an early age. Apd again his
Interest In animals was evident, At
fourteen, during a European sojourn,
he wrote "Mrs. Fieid Mouse's Dinner
Party” for “The Dreasden Literary
American Club,” which met weekly to
hear readings of original compositions
by its members. Here Is a character-
istic passage from the story, reporting
the zoological dinner table talk at the
said party:

“Mr. Moth (a very scientific gentle-
man) made a diversion by saying,
‘Have you seen my work on “Various
Antennae?* In it I demonstrated
clearly the superiority of feathered to
knobbed antenn®, and—"'

" '‘Excuse me, sir, interrupted Sir
Butterfly, ‘but you surely don't mean
10 say——*

*'Excuse me, if you please, replied
Mr, Moth sharply, ‘but I do mean Iit,
and if you read my work you will per-
ceive that the rays of featherlilke par-
ticles on the trunk of the antenne driv-
ing from the centre In stralght or
curved lines generally——' At this
moment Mr. Moth luckily choked him-
self and selzing the lucky instant Mrs.
M. rang for the dessert."

There |ls no lack of matter about the
subject’'s public life. Here |2 an In-
cldent of his experlence as a New York
eity official:

“My brother described to me the de-
Helous humer of the parade inau-
gurated by the German brewer socletles
ag a protest against his enforcement
of the law when he was Police Com-
missioner. They were parading to
show their disapproval of him, but at

Mrs. Robinson Shows Boy and Man
As His Family Knew Him at Home

review the parade, hardly thinking
that he would accept the Invitation.
Needless to say he did accept it, and
leaning over from the platform where
he had been Invited to sit he saw the
muss of marching men carrying ban-
ners with ‘Down with Teddy!' and vari-
ous other more unpleasant expletives
One company, as it passed the review-
ing stand called out: ‘Wo ist Teddyl’
‘Hier bin ich,' called out the Police
Commissioner leaning over the ralling
and flashing his white teeth good-
humoredly at the protesting crowd.
who, unable to resist the sunshine of
his personality, suddenly turned, and,
putting aside the disapproving ban-
ners, cheered him to the echo.”

Theodore Roosevelt was never a
snob, socially or intellectually. He
valued men and women for what they
really were, not for title or place.

“One luncheon during the time that
my brother was Governor stands out
clearly In my mind, owing to an amus-
ing Incident connected with it. My
dining room at 422 Madison avenue
wins small, and fourteen people were
the actual Hmit that it could hold. One
day, having told me that he was bring-
ing ten people to lunch, realizing his
hospitable inclinations, I had had the
table set for the limit of fourteen, We
were already thirteen in the sitting
room, when the door bell mng, and,
looking out of the window, he turned
to me with a troubled expression and
sald, “I think I see two people coming
up the front ateps, and that will make
fifteen.” I suddenly decided to be un-
paually firm, and I sald: ‘Theodore, I
have not places for fifteen; you said
there would be only ten. T am delight-
ed to have fourteen, but you will have
to tell one of those two people that he
will have to go somewhere else for
lunch." He went out into the hall, and
in & moment returned with one of his
beloved Rough Riders and an alr of
triumph on his face. 1 whispered:
“Were there really two, and who was
the other, and what has happened to
him?" And he whispered back, llke a
child who has had a suceessful result
In some game: ‘Yes, thers wers two—
the other the presldent of the Univer-
sity of ——. 1 told them they had to

the last moment, as a wonderful plece of
sarcasm, they decided to invite him to

toss up, and the Rough Rider won'—
this with a chuckle of delight.”

—a

Anthulty s Great Biographer

PLUTARCH'S LIVES. With an Eng-
lish transiation by Bernardotte Perrin.
l.oeb Claselcal Library. G. P. Put-
nam's Sons.

.t AM a man, and nothing that re-
lates to mankind do 1 deem for-
elgn to me." So says Terence.

“The proper study of mankind is
man.” So says FPope.

Thus, each In a single line, have one
of the most *nodern of classic poets
and one of ‘he most classle of mod-
ern poets epitomized the underlying
thought that pervades all Greek and
Roman literature, justly called the hu-
manities. Exactly as the gods of the
Cireek or the Roman weres anthropo-
morphie, so was his world anthrope-
centric. He knew little of the modern
romantle Interest In nature, or ani-
mals, or children, for their own sake.

It Catulluas sings of Lesbia's sparrow
he s really celebrating its mistress's
fondness for it and her grief at its
denth. Actual sympathy for the bird
itself, such as stirred Bryant for his
waterfowl or Shelley for his skylark,
is wholly lacking. And if Horace ex-
tolled his Sabine Farm, and in later
days Martial and Juvenal, too, sought
rural retreats, we miy be sure that
each loved the country not so much
for its own sake—Ilike a Wordsworth
or o Burns—as for the rellef and re-
leage that assured him from the in-

conveniences of city Iife. The philos-
ophers early recognized and pro-
claimed as truth this racial tralt

“Man Is the measure of all things"
sald Protagoras. And “know thyself,"
the motte of the Delphlc oracle, was
ndopted as his own not by Socrates
alone, but by practically every Greek
or Roman that followed him.

In view of this universal Interest we
note with some surprise the paucity of
first class biography among beth
Gireeks and Romans. Plato and Xeno-
rhon have given us unforgettahle por-
traits of thelr master, vet each is
renlly portraying himself and his own
ldens nnd ideals rather than Socrates
and his; and nelther was a true blog-
rapher. for Plato wnas essentlally the
rhilosopher, Xenophon the moralist-
historian Xenophon's narrative of
Cyrus’s lfe |s perhaps oven leas of a
hiography than his picture of Socrates.

Among the Romans we find a larger
amount of genulne blography. Natu-
rally more concrete and practical in
character than the CGreeks, they tend-
od to present thelr moral and philo-
sophlioal views by example rather than

precept,

Indeed, In Rome as In Greece, for
truly first class blography we mist
turn to one who was not primarily
1 blographer at all. Tacitus, the in-

Ty

mitable historian, did write one
memolr, that of his father-in-law,
Agricoln, toward whom he cherished

a Allal devotion as rare as estimable
on the part of a son-In-law,; but his
world famous picturea of men are In

his historles, where he glves us
portralts of the Caesars as vivid as
Suetonius’'s, and presented with far
more real insight and talent.

So far, we have searched in vain
in eclassic Greece and classic Rome
for a genuine blographer of ability.
We find one at last—and one alone—
In that marvellous fusion of the two
elvilizations attalned in the so called
Graeco-Roman period. Captured
Greece had captured her captor Rome
Indeed, Greek lecturers were engorly
welcomed In Rome, where they played
a part simllar to that of the exchange
professors of to-day—minus the ex-
change. One of these, who lived dur-
ing the first century of our era, re-
fused to be Impressed by the current
view that, while the captured natlion
was undenlably prefminent In arts
and letters, all the real doers of all
time belonged to the race of the
captors. This visiting villager longed
to show his metropolitan audlences
that If thelr State had had a hero
founder lke Romulus, a law glver
ke Numa, a General llke Pompey, a
patriot llke Brutus, a world conqueror
like Jullus Ceasar, his own country
conld balance these mighty men of
actlon with a Theseus, n Lycurgus, an

Agesilaus, A Dion, an Alexander.
Hence he conceived the Idea of
Parallel Lives which has eternally

glorifled and universally endeared the

name of Plutarch
The plan was this: to present a
seriem of Greek and Roman blog-

raphies arranged in palrs, éach palr
followed by a comparison of the two
men just treated sepirately. These
comparisons—a mther dellcate mntter

are most interesting nand present
Plutarch In  an  admirable light,
altogether free on the one hand from
bigoted partiallty toward his native
land, and on the other from subser-
vient sycophancy toward the country
of his patrons. Of course, so artificial
and arbitrary an arrangement s rot
without its drawbacks; wvery often
the men compared show no striking
similarities, and often the grouping
seems distinctly far fetched, such an

that of Aleciblades and Corlolanus
(Loeb Library, vol. 1V.), where to
And a counterpart for the well known |
QOreek character of his country's |
greatest period, he has to have re- |
course to a comparatively obscure
Roman of legendary times. For this |
reason the comparisons are little |
known and discussed to-day, and the |

very word of the title which Indleates
thelr  presence—*"Parallel"—is  often |
omitted. We generally speak simply |
of Plutarch’'s “Livea” and this fact
has made possible the amusing anec-
dote related by Dr, Tyrrell, of a da-
logue overheard in Ireland.

"And would they take the boy's life
for the like o' that?"

“Bedad they would, if he had
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many lives as Plutarch. "

The moralizing tendency was strong

ameong the anclents. It Is In line with
their anthropocentric views already
reforred to. Of art for art's sake, or
of truth for truth's sake, they knew
little. Those hideous and heartless
half viewa of life that often do duty
for realism to-day were quite foreizn
to them. If they frankly present ugly
thingks—and heaven knows that they
do—Iit is with the lusty interest of
healthy animals, and not with the
morhid Adetachment of the dissecting
room, But fortunately they believe In
presenting the beautiful and ennobling
side of life too, and for a purpose that
would be scorned to-day as hopelessly
passe—teaching, preaching, the con-
veving of a lesson or pointing of a

maral by precept and example. Our
aloof sclentific attitude would be In-
comprehensible to them.

Lueretius  presents a  marvellous

semi-acientific, seml-philosophical, six
hook dissertatlon on the universe—
equally noteworthy for Its right
guesses and for ite wrong—merely for
the sake of reassuring anxious man

In regard to a future life—which he
does Incidentally by Adenyving its exist-
anes, History s regarded not as

selence but as a sort Bf comhination of
rhetorle and philosophy, The common
view aa to Its function ls expressed
by Livy in his justly famous preface,
where he declires that the maln value
of history Mes In the presentation of
| instances whence we may learn what
to Imitate and what to avald, for our
own make and for the state's. Like
LAvy's nttitude toward history is Plu-
tarch’'s toward blegraphy He voloes
it In heginning of the Timolean
(Loeb Library, vol. VII.. p. 261 £):

"“T hegan the writing of my Tives'
for the sake of others, hut T And that
1 am continuing the work and delight-

the

Ing in it now for my own sake alwo,
uming history n=x a mirror and sn-
deavoring in & manner to fashlon and
adorn my life In conformity with the
virtues therein depleted. For the re-

sult ia like nothing elee but dally Hv-
ine and nssociating together, when T
recelve and welcome each subject of

| my¥ history In turn as my guest, o
to sapeak and observe carefully “how
large he was and of what mien.' and
melect from his career what is mos
important and most beautiful to know

In my own case, the study of
history and the familarity with It
which my writing produces, spables

me, alnce T alwaye cherlsh {n my soul
the records of the noblest and most
estimable charncters, to repel and put
far from me whatever bhase, mallclous
or Ignoble suggesation my enforced
associations may intrude upon me,

ealmiy and dispassionately turning my
thoughta awny from them to the falfr-

est of my examplea™
F. ADFLAIDE HAHN
i,

To Be Concluded Sept.



